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the  "contents  of  Fallen  Petals,  by  S.  Florence 

;•  JKjitia  4tXtere*»V*n<^  ^een  delight. 

Wh'i'le  welvnam*edril  might  almost  as  well  be  called  Buds 
and  Blossoms,  for  while  there  is  a  fullness  of  fragrance  and 
beauty  that  belongs  to  the  developed  flower,  there  is  also 
the  freshness  and  promise  that  belongs  to  the  bud  and  the 
younger  bloom. 

The  poems  that  compose  the  little  book  range  over  a  vari 
ety  of  subjects,  but  have  this  in  common,  that  they  are  a 
sincere  effort  to  interpret  the  experiences  that  come  to  all 
of  us.  Likewise  they  have  the  same  keynote  of  apprecia 
tion  of  ordinary  things.  There  is  here  suggested  the  poetry 
of  the  friendly  smile,  of  the  child's  prattle,  of  the  tree,  the 
flower,  the  mountain  and  the  sunset. 

And  to  one  that  studies  hearts  and  human  souls,  there 
is  more  than  a  hint  of  the  endeavour  to  portray  the  really 
great  things  of  mind  and  sense.  One  can  see  the  sparks 
darting  from  the  anvil  of  life  and  the  soul  is  struck  with 
the  great  emotions. 

I  bespeak  for  the  young  author  a  cordial  appreciation 
and  a  hearty  encouragement.  I  feel  that  the  world  would 
be  better  if  more  generous  response  could  be  secured 
for  every  daring  soul  that  had  courage  to  attempt  to  speak 
its  truest  thought. 

Rev.  ROBERT  L.  WAGGONER. 

Yermington,    Nev. 

S.  Florence  Ray,  formerly  of  Canon  City,  Colorado, 
but  now  residing  in  California,  has  recently  had  issued  a 
collection  of  poems  under  the  title  of  "Fallen  Petals"  which 
is  highly  praised  by  the  Western  Critics. 

CANON    OIL    RECORD, 

Canon    City,    Colo. 

S.  Florence  Ray  has  given  to  the  world  a  book  of  poems, 
entitled  "Fallen  Petals"  which  she  is  selling  for  the  purpose 
of  purchasing  a  home  for  her  parents. 

The  poems,  while  crude,  perhaps  in  some  particulars,  inas 
much  as  she  never  plans  or  connects  her  work,  are  genuine 
inspirations,  full  of  beautiful  thought  and  soulful  ideas, 
breathing  genuine  poesy  in  every  line. 

CARSON    CITY    APPEAL, 

Carson  City,  Nevada. 

I  have  read  "Fallen  Petals"  with  pleasure  and  found 
in  them  many  fine  expressions  of  tender  feelings  and  noble 
thoughts. 

ALBERT  CURRLIN, 

Editor  "Oakland  Journal." 
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The  sweetest  compliment  that  could  be  paid  to  one  of 
my  age  is  the  expressed  wish  of  the  young  author  of  "Fallen 
Petals"  that  I  write  the  introduction  to  her  beautiful  book. 

Miss  Ray  is  an  inspirational  writer.  She  neither  plans 
nor  corrects  her  work.  It  is  her  wish  that  what  she  has 
written  go  hot  from  her  heart  and  brain  to  the  sympathetic 
soul  of  the  reader,  and  I  sincerely  believe  that  her  poems  will 
enjoy  a  wide  reading. 

Her  poem  on  the  assassination  of  President  McKinley 
brought  to  her  a  letter  from  Mrs.  McKinley,  expressing  deep, 
sincere  and  loving  appreciation.  This  fact  alone  is  a  val 
uable  introduction  to  her  book, and  worth  infinitely  more  than 
anything  I  can  write. 

The  title  of  the  book  'is  itself  a  poem.  It  came  to  her 
like  the  poems  themselves,  unbidden,  and  she  sends  it  forth 
to  tell  its  own  story. 

We  may  interpret  it  to  mean  that,  when  the  petals  fall, 
the  flower  gives  itself,  fragrance  and  all,  back  to  kind,  loving 
nature,  to  reappear  in  higher  and  more  beauteous  forms,  as 
time  rushes  forward  with  flowers  and  men,  from  a  past  to 
a  future  eternity. 

The  soul  is  perennial,  and  as  its  petals  fall,  in  little  gems 
of  poetry  and  song  like  the  flower,  its  truest  conceptions  re 
appear  in  other  and  greater  souls,  and  the  world  of  burdened 
humanity  is  lifted  above  itself  into  the  love-lighted  realms 
of  rest  and  peace. 

The  great  poetry  of  the  world,  to  the  mass  of  human 
ity,  is  written  in  an  unknown  tongue,  and  many  of  the 
masterpieces : 

"Like  quicksilver,  the  rhetoric  they  display 
Shines  as  it  runs,  but  grasped  at,  slips  away." 

May  these  little  poems,  fresh,  from  an  honest  young 
heart  and  life,  bring  blessings  untold  to  the  lives  of  others. 

BEN     FRANKLIN  BONNELL. 


Srttrattmt 

Asking  that  those  who  may  chance  to  read  "Fallen 
Petals"  will  pardon  what  may  seem  crude  in 
conception  and  inelegant  in  construc 
tion,  with  love  and  sincere  grat 
itude  I  dedicate  the  little 
volume  to  my  be 
loved  parents. 

S.  Florence  Ray. 


FATHER,  MOTHER 


They're  getting  old  and  gray  now,      ;    ;  •  v' 

Firm  are  the  steps,  but  slow, 
Hair  that  once  shown  glossy  brown  '   /,    • 

Is  as  white  and  soft  as  snow.  ".  ^  *  •*,  \tt 
Hand  in  hand  they  walk  together 

Toward  the  close  of  life; 
She  treasures  most  her  husband — 

And  he,  his  gentle  wife. 

Toil  and  care  has  left  their  furrows 

Deep  on  each  noble  face, 
Where  youth  once  reigned  as  master, 

Age  now  must  take  its  place; 
But  not  to  rob  the  features 

Of  what  once  made  them  fair, 
For   years  have   added  beauty 

To  the  lines  youth  planted  there. 

Time  has  dimmed  the  eye  sight 

That   once    shone   bright   and   clear, 
But  it  failed  to  catch  the  honest  look, 

Or    plant     expressioned     fear; 
Nor  has  it  marred   their   gentleness, 

And   were   they   wholly   blind 
I'd  love   and  cherish,   just  the   same, 

The  eyes  that  once  were  kind. 

The  dear  old  hands  are  hardened 

By   the  honest  toil  of  life, 
But   they're   gentle,    yes,    they're   beautiful, 

For    they've    helped    in    earnest    strife; 
And  many   an   aching  brow  these  hands 

Have    soothed    where    others    failed; 
Before    their    council    wise    has   bowed 

Many   ills   that   have   prevailed. 

The  lips  that  once  were  full  and  red 

Are    sweeter   than   of   old, 
For   years    and   years   they've   uttered 

Words  of  kindliness,  and  told 
That   which   cheered   the   lives  of  others — 

Guided   well    some   wayward   one, 
All  reverence  to  these  dear  ones 

Who'll  hear  God's  sweet  "well  done". 

As  toward   the   close  of   life 

They    travel,     all    in    love, 
On  earth  kind   deeds  bestowing — 

Their    treasures     lain     above — 
I   pray    "Our   Father,    guide   them" 

As  they  patiently  wait  in  the  gloam 
For  summons  to  where  the  old  grow  young — 

In  that  far  away  land — Sweet  Home. 
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OUR  HOME 

Way  out  West  in  Colorado 

Where  the  sun  is  ever  bright; 
Where  the   stars  give  forth   a  lustre 

Making   Eden  out  of  night, 
In  a  little  town  called  Canon 

(Such  a  spot  one   seldom  sees), 
There  stands   an  humble  cottage 

'Mong  the  golden  apple  trees. 

Ever  to  my  heart  will  cling 

Those  golden  hours, 
As  I  rambled  through  the  orchard 

Or  sit  neath  vining  bowers; 
Where   I   spent  my  hyppy  childhood, 

Free  as  the  busy  bees, 
I  will  ever  love  the  memory 

Of  that   cottage   mid   the   trees. 

I've  wandered  o'er  the  world 

Viewing  all  that  pleased  the  eye, 
Mountains,  plains  and  valleys — 

These  scenes  will  never  die. 
But  of  all  the  grandeur  in  this  world 

There's  none  can  ever  please 
Like  that  dear  old  home-like  cottage 

Built  mong  the  apple  trees. 

Should   I   ne'er  return   again 

To   Colorado's  air, 
I  will  cherish  ever  old  times, 

And  Canon  City  fair, 
For  there  I  spent  my  happiest  day 

Anchored   safe   at   mother's   knees, 
Where  we  all  dwelt  in  a  paradise — 

Neatii   the   glowing   apple   trees. 
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YOUNG  AMERICAN  TO  McKINLEY 

In  the  name  of  our  honored  nation 

And  all  that  is  good  and  true, 
In   repay  for   your  noble   actions 

We  feel  this  is  due  to  you. 
Only  a  few  words  of  homage 

From  young  Americans  sent, 
With  love,   respect  and  honor 

To   thee,  our  President. 

When  insult  from  the     land  of  Spain 

To  our  dear  home  was   given, 
When  hundreds  of  our  gallant  boys 

To  horrid  death  were  driven; 
Then  with  noble  mind 

You  raised  our  flag  on  high 
And  sent  brave  sons  to  battle 

For  victory  or  to  die. 

Silently  in  anguish  you  waited  there, 

A  father's  heart  for  those  who  fell, 
Forgot  not  those  who  mourned 

For  sons  they  loved   so   well. 
And  though   you  did  not  battle, 

Nor  powder's  danger  face, 
You  carry  scars  within  your  heart 

Burned  there  by  foreign  race. 

Our  nation,  too,  has  prospered, 

And  the  generation  now  at  hand 
Rise   up   and   call   thee  blessed, 

Leader  of  our  country  land. 
Kind  words  for  those   about  you, 

Your  motto   seems  to   be": 
I'll  ever  do  to  others, 

As  I'd  have  them  do   to  me. 

George  Washington's  name  is  honored, 

Great  grandfather,  we  say  him  nay, 
But  you  who  guide  us  for  the  right 

Is  our  father  of  to-day. 
We  know  for  justice  to   ail  mankind 

Your  hand  is  ever  lent. 
With  love  we  send  this  greeting 

To  our  noble  President. 


11 


3UlUtt 


BURIED  AT  SEA 

When  looking  far  out  o'er  the  waters, 

There  comes  this  sad  thought  to  me 

That  there's  many  a  hope  lies  buried, 
'Neath  the  cruel  waves  of  the  sea. 

Of  the  mother  that  sailed  with  her  darling, 
The  little  one   sickened  and  died; 

With  kind  hands  a  coffin  was  made, 
But  she  only  looked  on  and  cried. 

When  they  told  her  that  in  the  ocean 
They  must  bury  her  little  child, 

She   raised   her  hands  in   anguish, 

And  her  face  grew   strangely  wild. 

"Could  you  do  it;  oh,  could  you  do  it; 

Hearken  sailors  to  me, 
Could  you  leave  my  little  darling, 

To  be  tossed  by  the  restless  sea?" 

Then  the  captain  gently  told  her, 

That  the  babe  was  an  angel  now; 

For  her  to  think  of  it  in  heaven, 
And  in  submission  bow. 

Come  kiss  the  little  coffin,   dear, 

And  say  to  God  this  little  child  is  given, 
Think  not  of  the  little  image  here, 

But  of  the  sweet  soul  in  heaven. 

She  did  as  the  captain  told  her, 

And  the  waters  warm  and  bright, 

Closed   and   the   little   casket 

Was  swallowed  out  of  sight. 

But  she  always  thinks  of  her  darling, 
Being  tossed  by  the  cruel  waves, 

Wondering  if  its  near  others, 

Who  have  met  with  watery  graves. 

Oh,  is  there  no  place  where  the  waters, 
Will  forever  be  checked  in  their  speed, 

Where  for  rivers,   seas  and  oceans, 
Will  never  again  have  a  need. 

Where  we  can  dwell  forever 

With  the  loved  ones  God  has  given? 
Bright  angels  whisper  a  reply, 

"Yes,  but   'tis  in  heaven." 
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ALONE 

Alone — thou   saddest  of  all  words 
From  which  come   anguish  and  pain, 
I  have  banished  thee  away, 
While  with  strangers  here  I  stay, 
And  now  thou  return  again. 

Alone — the  thought  of  thee  brings  tears, 
To  eyes  of  the  brave  and  true, 
And  the  throbbing,   aching  heart 
Would  forever  from  thee  part 
And  bid  to   this  world  adieu. 

Alone — Yes,    all   alone  I   roam, 
Though  friends  I  have  many  here 
Who  are  good  and  true  and  kind, 
There   are   none  that   I   can   find, 
With  a  love  that  is  sincere. 

YOUR  HEART  IS  NOT  THE  ONLY  HEART 
THAT'S  ACHING. 

Oh!     I  would  my  dream  were  true.     I  only  wish  you  knew 

When  twilight  into  the  shades  of  night  doth  fall, 

It  seems  I  almost  hear  your  dear  voice  call. 

I  care  not  where,  dear  heart,  you  may  be  roaming, 

I  know  that  you  are  blue,  longing,  for  your  soul-mate,  too. 

The  happiest  of  all  time  is  in  the  gloaming; 

When  your  own  you  long  to  see;  you  hunger  for  good 

company — 

Some  one  to  caress  and  comfort  you. 
And  while  we  are  apart,  yours  is  not  the  only  heart 
That  is  sad  at  night,  and  oft  is  aching,  too. 

Your  heart  is  not  the    only  heart  that's  aching, 

Your  eyes  are  not  the  only  eyes  that  cry; 

Within  my  breast  fond  memories  are  awaking, 

Oh!     I  would  my  dream  were  true.     I  only  wish  you  knew 

That  my  lonesome,  weary  heart  was  aching,  too. 

All  through  life  would  I  might  cheer  you, 

If  you'd  have  me  always  near  you — 

Winter,   Summer,   Autumn,   always  if  I  may. 

Be  it  June  or  in  September,  I  want  you  to  remember 

I'm  unhappy  when  you  are  sad, 

And  joyous  when  you're  gay. 

When  I  whisper,  "Good-night,  darling, 

God  keep  you  pure  and  good," 

It  just  seems,  somehow,  you  knew, 

That  some  way  you  understood 

That  my  troubled,  hungry  heart  was  aching,  too. 
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WHEN  YOU  ENTERED 

[Thinking  of  the  day  when  Mrs.  Judge  Snider  came  into  our  home  and 
hearts,  I  write  and  lovingly  dedicate  this  poem  to  her.]. 

You  came  to  us  a  stranger,  a  stranger  not; 

For  when,  with  your  firm  hand  clasp,  and  straight  look  into 

honest  eyes,  you  entered, 

We  could  not  but  think  that  we  (in  some  other  clime)  :had  met. 
Formality  forgot. 

The  atmosphere  seems  to  heave  up  and  wider  grow, 
When  hearts  united  stand,  though  it  be  not  for  "Auld  Lang 

Syne" 

In  an  undisputed  trench  they  flow  together, 
Emptying  into  a  broader  plane  the  gods  alone  must  know. 

Some  souls  feel  not  unfamiliar  with  one  another 
And  such  no  emptiness  realize;  they  have  no  companions, 
And  melt  into  one  great  thought, 
Though  oftimes  they  wander  from  the  main  line, 
They  always  turn  towards  the  same 
Sweet  goal. 

No  oath  a  sister  soul  need  ever  take 

The  word  is  good,  what  one  must  come  to  feel 

The  twin  soul  must  likewise  know, 

Sympathy  from  one  reaches  out  into  the  other 

And  as  by  magic,  a  confession 

To  each  other  makes 

No  promise  breaks. 

All  through  the  future  years  no  strangeness  feel, 

We  shall  be  like  unto  tried  friends  of  old 

Just  all  in  all,  for  aye, 

And  perchance  if  in  some  unknown  abode  we  dwell  hereafter 

We'll  be  immortal  friends, 

Come  woe  or  weal. 
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OUR  SAILOR    GIRL 

[Written  of  and  dedicated  to  Capt.  Johnson's  little  daughter,  while 
on  board  the  "Roderick  Dhu." 

I  met  a  bonny  little  lass, 

On  board  the  "Roderick  Dhu." 

Her  face  was  of  a  study  deep, 
Her  eyes  were  Heaven's  blue. 

Beautiful  her  hair  of  silken  threads, 
Her  lips  nought  could  beguile, 

Dear  little  miss,  she  looked  so  sweet, 
Blessed  with  a  beaming  smile. 

Her  voice  was  ringing  everywhere, 

As  she  toddled  to  and  fro, 
And  called  just  like  the  sailor  men 

With  a  "heave  oh",  hay  O",  "ho.'* 

Somehow,  we  cannot  fathom  why, 

A  little  child  can  win, 
Where  others  fail  by  tears  and  prayer 

And  stay  a  hand  from  sin. 

The  baby  lips  of  our  sailor  girl, 
Lisped  a  greeting  to  one  and  all, 

And  none  ever  refused  to  respond 
Or  list  to  her  sweet  baby  call. 

So  may  her  dear  ways  multiply, 

And  when  her  journey's  done, 
May  she  enter  heaven  just  as  pure 

As  when  her  life  begun. 
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ALL  SPEAK  OF  LOVE 

Silently  the  river  wends  its  way  onward, 

Calm,  yet  sometimes  ruffled  by  the  breezes  from 
above, 

Hurrying  on  to  greet  the  mother  ocean,  wide, 
Does  not  this  river  speak  of  love? 

How  our  lives  may  move  together, 

Perhaps  a  current  strong  is  given, 
Yet  love  will  flow,  though  roughly  chided, 

On  into  the  very  gates  of  heaven. 


The  flowers  bloom,  are  fragrant, 

We  pluck  them  but  to  wither  and  to  die. 

The  scent  remains,  though  beauty's  gone, 

'Tis  pleasing  to  one's  sense,  if  not  the  eye. 

Thus  love  will  blend,  then  blossom 

Into  a  flower  that's  rare, 
Our  hearts,  the  center  may  seem  dead, 

But  you'll  find  the  love  still  there. 

In  life  we  part,  two  roads  we  see, 

And  travel  all  alone  with  aching  feet, 
How  light  the  steps  when  together  taken, 

When  the  lonely  roads  o'er  which  we  traveled  meet. 
All  nature  speaks,  pause  then  and  listen, 

T'is  mingled  with  sweet  greetings  from  above, 
Its  yours,  repeat  it,  gently,  slowly, 

Earth  s  greatest  gift  goes  by  the  name  of  love. 
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HAZEL  MAY 

She  came  with  the  flowers  in  spring  time, 
A  dear  wee,  rose  bud, 
With  the  faintest  touch  of  pink, 
Which  precedes  the  early  day, 
In  the  month  of  May, 

When  all  nature  seems  in  touch  with  hidden  jewels, 
We  called  her  Hazel, 
Hazel  May. 

Her  face  was  like  unto  a  gleam  of  sunshine, 
With  eyes  like  stars, 
Which  would  shine  and  sparkle, 
When  at  her  childish  play, 

The  dear  red  lips  like  velvet  wore  a  smile  for  all, 
A  joy  was 

Hazel  May. 

Three  tender  petals  of  her  life  unfolded, 
Then  closed  again, 
Just  as  some  flowers  do  at  night, 
And  on  a  still,  warm,   summer  day 
Angel   "Death"   plucked  this  dear,   white  rosebud 
And  folded  to  her  breast 
Our  Hazel  May. 

'Midst  the  rolling  hills  of  California, 
Where  the  blue  skies  of  heaven 
Seem  to  meet  and  softly  caress 
The  vapor  grey, 

When  the  sunset  lingers  longest,  as  it  seeks  its  hid 
den  nest 

There  sleeps 

Sweet  Hazel  May. 

Little  Hazel  May  fell  asleep  in  August,  1905,  at  Gey- 
serville,  California. 
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THE  STAR  OF  HOPE  STILL  SHINES 

Ring  out,  sweet  tOJjed  silver  bells, 
Memories  awake  wi  th  each  stroke ; 
Tell  how  the  sunshine  through  the  gloom  broke, 
Tell  of  that  long  ago  Christmas  morn, 
When  Christ  the  immortal  babe  was  born 
To  a  world  forlorn. 

The  guiding  star  o'er  Betlehem  stood  still, 
Illuminating  the  darkened  heavens  above; 
As  if  in  answer  to  a  people's  cry  for  love 
God  kept  their  many  wants  in  mind 
And  sent  His  only  son  to  lead  the  blind 
To  save  mankind. 

Years  have  come  and  gone  since  that  day, 
Yet  deep  down  in  our  hearts  doth  live 
A  love  for  our  fellow-men  and  a  will  to  give 
And  on  through  life  e'en  unto  eternity 
We'll  ever  bear  in  mind  God's  gift  was  free 
Evermore  to  be. 

Look  we  with  faith  through  our  troubled  sky, 
Chime  loud,  chime  long  dear  happy  bell, 
Bring  peace  to  all,  just  gladness  tell; 
Drive  away  distrust,  vanish  heartache  and  care, 
Reward  tenfold  each  low  earnest  prayer, 
Betheiem's  star  is  still  there. 

For  us  shines  somewhere  a  ray  of  hope, 
Ring  out  ye  Christmas  bells,  tell  the  story  old, 
Yet  ever  new,  tell  the  sweetest  story  ever  told 
Of  the  Star  that  shines  throughout  all  years 
That  counts  us  but  gain,  expeils  fancied  fears, 
T'ill  we  smile  through  tears. 

Falter  not,  never  fail  in  life's  battles 
A  firm  purpose  keep  always  in  view, 
Let  God  be  the  pilot,  love  and  kindness  the  crew 
Ring  out  bells  a  warning  to  vessels  that  drift 
O'er  billows  rough,  the  frail  skiffs  lift, 
God  grant  this  gift. 

Despair  not,  oh  weary  hearts,  this  Christmas  day 
But  list  to  the  message  the  sweet  chimes  bring, 
Of  a  risen  Lord,  of  a  Savior  and  King 
Of  a  gift  that  is  ours  each  Christmas  day 
A  token  God  gave  to  drive  sorrow  away, 
Sins  debt  to  pay. 
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Firmly  cling  to  that  which  is  good  and  true, 
Dear  Star  of  hope,  and  faith  shine  on 
Until  all  the  aches  and  bitter  tears  are  gone 
Guide  us  to  some  higher,  brighter  goal 
Until  we  may  leave  on  memory's  scroll 
A  spotless  soul. 

Chime  loud  and  long  pure  toned  bells, 
Lest  \ve  forget  this,  His  natal  day 
Lest  we  forget  the  manger,  where  Christ  lay 
Lest  we  forget  God's  only  son  was  given 
That  Christmas  morn,  that  we  might  inherit 
The  Kingdom  of  Heaven. 

Shine  on,  dear  faithful  star  of  Bethelem 
Ring  out  sweet  Christmas  chime 
"Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,"  in  song  and  rhyme 
Let  all  join  in  with  one  heart,  one  mind 
In  "Peace  be  on  earth,"  and  good  will 
Toward  all  mankind." 
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CHARLOTTE 

[Written  of  and  lovingly  dedicated  to  my  little  friend,  Charlotte  Haggerty] 

I  know  a  little  brown-eyed  girl, 

Some  sixteen  years  or  more, 
With  rosy  cheeks  and  teeth  of  pearl, 

Who's  ways  we  all  adore. 

Her  eyes  are  like  the  diamonds  bright, 

Her  lips  a  rose-like  hue, 
Around  her  gleams  a  ray  of  light 

Like  sunshine  on  the  dew. 

This  dear  girl  you'd  ne'er  forget, 

If  her  you  chanced  to  meet; 
With  purest     gems  her  life  is  set, 

Herself  a  poem  sweet. 

Kind  are  the  words  she  speaks  each  day, 

A  frown  on  none  will  fall; 
Strewing  roses  sweet  along  the  way 

With  not  a  thorn  in  all. 

May  angels  ever  guide  her  right, 

In  life's  restless  whirl — 
And  turn  to  sunshine  the  troubled  night, 

For  this  dear  brown-eyed  girl. 
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THE  UNCONTROLLABLE. 

Never  still,  the  mind  travels  on, 
Thinking  of  earth,  then  the  greater  beyond; 
Whirling,  flying,  wrestling,  never  at  rest — 
Dwelling  on  enemies — then  those  loved  the  best — 
A  pitiful,  buoyant  mind. 

Battling  with  problems  of  earthly  cares — 
Thinking  of  possibilities — of  the  don'ts  and  bewares: 
Caring  not  for  any  particular  thing — yet  a  care, 
Keeping  a  secret,  or  laying  facts  bare — 
Discontented,  demented  mind. 

Grasping  at  chances,  like  quicksand  they  go, 
Losing  opportunities,  why,  there's  no  one  to  know, 
Going  out — coming  in,  like  a  ship  on  the  sea; 
Waiting  for  things  that  are  never  to  be, 
Wretched,    unconquered   mind. 

Thanksgiving,  then  rebuffing,  asking  for  naught 
Then  again  seeking  for  that  which  they  fought; 
Obeying,  then  commanding,  ever  alert — 
Pious,  meek,  then  mischievously  pert — 
Uncontrollable,  capering  mind. 

Forever  and  ever,  as  long  as  we  breathe, 
The  mind  will  revolve,  never  at  ease 
Whether  on  pleasure  or  pain,  it  will  dwell, 
There's  no  one  who  knows,     no  one  to  tell. 
Ungoverned,  changeable  mind. 
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NEVADA  AND  HER  GOVERNOR 

Nevada,  sagebrush  of  the  west, 

Proud  of  her  lands — glad  of  her  growth, 

Proud  of  her  Governor! 

Wild  is  the  range  where  cattle  graze, 

Animals  fierce  their  prey  oft  marks, 

Brave  are  the  people,  generous  hands, 

And  brave  its  Governor  Sparks. 

Clear  are  the  streams  of  this  western  state, 

Truckee — Nevada's  pride, 

Swift  are  its  waters,  glad  makes  the  heart; 

Flung  to  the  winds  is  fate! 

Rich  are  the  fields  with  grain  of  gold, 

Green  are  the  meadowed  parks, 

True  are  the  stars  that  guard  them, 

And  true  is  Governor  Sparks. 

Sweet  are  the  flowers  of  Nevada, 

Fragrant  the  blossoms  thereon, 

Stately  the  trees,  high  are  the  mountains; 

Sad  heart  and  care  begone, 

Grand  are  the  homes — good  are  its  men — 

The  boodler  never  barks; 

Manly  the  laws  that  ruleth  a.ll, 

And  manly  is  Governor  Sparks. 

Sunshine,  sand  and  sagebrush,  here's  to  you. 

Nevada,  may  she  prosper, 

May  her  people  prosper  too, 

May  her  cities  grow  forever, 

And  wider  grow  her  parks, 

May  her  men  ever  be  as  noble, 

As  her  honored  Governor  Sparks. 
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OUR  GEORGES 

Many  years  have  passed  since  first  was  filled, 

Our  presidential  chair, 
And  many  more  since  the  people  of  our  land 

Deemed  politics  unfair, 
And  in  a  name  some  say  there  is  naught, 

Yet  braver  were  our  sons, 
Whose  name  was  George,  among  the  first, 

We  note  George  Washington. 

Another  man  of  sterling  worth,  whose 

History  does  him  grace, 
One  whose  deeds  and  fame  time  alone 

Cannot  erase. 
Of  his  daring  the  children  love  to  tell, 

How  once  he  fought 
For  a  comrade,  bore  him  from 

All  harm  aloft. 
His  worth  was  sterling,  none  can  doubt 

'Twas  George, 
Our  history's  hero — George  Bancroft. 

Who  now  has  bravely  won  a  name, 

Admired  by  all  mankind, 
Avenged  our  nation  by  his  deeds 

And  kept  the  Maine  in  mind. 
When  came  the  message  to  us  here, 

Of  victory,  then  well  knew  \ve 
That  honor  was  to  be  bestowed  on 

George,  our  country's  pride  — 
George  Dewey. 

And  too,  we  know  another    man  true 

As  gold  that  has  been  tried, 

One  whose  council  does  him  grace, 

By  his  word  one  can  abide. 
A  friend  today,  tomorrow,  yea,  in  years  to  come 

His  honor  none  could  e'er  fetter, 
All  love  to  hear  the  manly  voice  of 

George  the  steel  work's  pride, 
George  Hosteter. 

And  still  another,  brave  and  true, 

When  danger  oft  is  near, 
One,  who  with  the  signals  give  with  pride, 

Nor  does  collisions  fear. 
No  noted  peerage,  history  craves,  will 

E'er  his  heart  annoy. 
We  call  him  this,  our  George — 

Conductor  George  McCoy. 
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BY  THE  TRUCKEE 

[To  Helena  Joy,  with  Much  Love— S.  F.  R.] 

They  sing  of  heart's  dear    treasure  in  an  old  Kentucky 

home, 

Of  Virginina's  fields  of  waving  green, 
Where  sweet  flowers  are  ever  blooming  near  a  loved 

one's  tomb; 
Or  the  northern  lands,  to  all  the  rest  a  queen. 

But  all  hearts  are  not  buned  'neath  the  southern  sod. 

I  remember  well  the  spot  I  love  the  best. 

'Tis  a  place  of  peaceful  slumber  known  to  myself  and 

God, 
Near  the  Truckee,  in  Nevada,  way  out  West. 

There  the  wild  sage  brush  is  growing,  where  in  other 

climes  the  flowers 

About  the  loved  ones  lain  away  to  rest. 
But  to  me  it  is  far  sweeter  than  the  richest  Southern 

bower ; 
Near  the  Truckee,  in  Nevada,  way  out  West. 

Oftimes  I've  wandered  where  the  Truckee   gently  flows, 
With  my  schoolmates,  or  a  loved  one,  lost  to  me; 
By  the  river  as  it  sparkled  in  its  glee. 
There  I  lived  with  my  dear  parents  in  a  home  of  love 
and  peace. 

Now  the  dream  of  life  is  over,  all  are  sleeping  there 

to-day, 

In  a  spot  to  me  the  dearest,  homelike  nest, 
And  my  heart  is  sweetly  resting  in  the  graveyard  where 

they  lay, 
By  the  Truckee,  in  Nevada,  way  out  West. 
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A  DREAM  OF  HEAVEN'S  CHERUBS 

[To  the  Mothers  of  my  Little  Nieces,  Alpha  Ray  and  Carrie  Rodgers, 
Alpha's  dear  eyes  of  brown  were  closed  at  Onemead,  Hawaii,  u  while 
Carrie,  with  eyes  of  blue,  fell  asleep  at  Alverdton,  Ohio.] 

Twilights'  shade  was  gently  falling 

O'er  my  bended  head, 
"When  I  heard  sweet  voices  calling, 

Voices  of  the  dead. 
There  came  an  angel  close  beside  me 

Who  gently  took  my  hand, 
And  these  words.  "No  harm  betides  thee" 

Swept  to  the  mystic  land. 

Up  to  the  gates  we  softly  flew, 

We  found  them  set  ajar; 
I  gazed  beyond,  two  forms  I  knew, 

Who  greeted  from  afar. 

I  saw,  before  the  great  white  throne, 

Oh!  wonders  unrenowned; 
Two  little  cherubs,  I  watched  alone, 

Their  eyes  of  blue  and  brown. 

I  turned  and  asked  my  angel  guide , 

"Do  they  know  each  other  here?" 
"Oh,  yes,"  you  see  he  made  reply, 

"God  made  their  acquaintance  clear." 

Little  eyes- of  brown  came  long  ago, 

No  playmate  to  her  was  given 
Till  one  year  since  we  went  below 

And  bore  blue  eyes  to  heaven. 

Together,  these  two,  when  twilight  draws  nigh. 

Lean  out  from  these  gates  of  white; 
And  watch  their  loved  ones  'neath  the  sky 

Throughout  the  long,  lone  night. 

Then  turned  I,  and  flew  to  the  foot  of  the  Cross 

There  to  lay  my  armor  down. 
How  could  I  leave  earth's  greatest  loss, 

Dear  eyes  of  blue  and  brown. 

I  saw  the  Saviour  take  up  the  crown, 

Shed  its  light  o'er  my  head  in  a  stream, 

And  I  turned  to  be  welcomed  by  eyes  blue  and 

brown, 
But  alas,  'twas  only  a  dream. 


25 


THE  THREE  ELSIES. 

[Very  lovingly  this  is  dedicated  to  my  belovsd  sister,  Elsie   Ray,   and 
my  dearest  friends.  Elsie  Higgins  and  Elsie  Bradbury.] 

There  was  Elsie  with  eyes  of  a  laughing  brown, 

Elsie  with  eyes  of  blue, 
And  Elsie  with  eyes  of  a  hazel  shade, 

And  all  of  these  eyes  were  true. 

The  Elsie,  with  eyes  of  a  laughing  brown, 

Lives  far  away  from  the  blue; 
While  the  hazel  eyed  Elsie,  named  with  the  three, 

Lives  now  far  away  from  the  two. 

The  hazel  eyed  lassie,  as  you  must  know, 
Is  a  friend  to  the  dear  eyes  of  brown, 

While  she  chummed  with  the  Elsie  who's  eyes  are  blue 
For  they  lived  long  in  the  same  town. 

But  the  Elsie  with  eyes  of  darkest  brown, 

And  the  Elsie  with  eyes  of  blue, 
Never  yet,  has  met,  a  cause  to  regret, 

Many  miles  lie  between  the  two. 

Hazel  eyes  looks  back  o'er  eighteen  summers; 

The  blue  eight  and  nine,  I  ween; 
While  the  Elsie,  with  eyes  of  a  laughing  brown, 

Is  only  sweet  sixteen. 

Brown  is  the  hair  of  the  blue  eyed  miss, 

Black  is  the  hair  of  the  brown, 
The  hazel  eyed  Elsie  has  hair  of  gold, 

Which  the  sunshine  seems  to  crown. 


MY  SISTER 

To  the  Elsie,  with  eyes  of  a  hazel  hue, 
My  love  shall  ever  constant  be, 

Devotion  to  a  life  thus  nobly  lived, 
A  sister  in  all  sense  to  me,. 

I've  watched  her  grow  from  infancy. 

To  a  woman  pure  and  fair. 
In  all  her  thoughts  and  actions., 

You'll  find  virtue  written  there. 
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Gentleness  ever  shows,  to  those  about  her 
Entwined  with  goodness  in  her  mind. 

A  smile  or  tear  for  those  in  darkness. 
Her  ways  are  ever  kind. 

Then  on  dear  sister,  all  wish  thee  well, 

Let  your  light  so  ever  shine 
That  all  mankind  will  call  you  blessed — 

Your  ever  action  deemed  divine. 


ELSIE  BRADBURY 

The  Elsie  with  eyes  of  heavenly  blue, 

I  shall  always  laughingly  greet,  and  while 

Sedate,  at  times  quite  stern, 

Behind  it  all  you'll  find  a  smile. 

A  queen  might  envy  that  proud  head, 
The  carriage  always  full  of  grace, 

Born  to  command  and  wisely  be  advised, 
Her  motto — "Evil  deeds  erase." 

I,  too,  have  watched  her  grow  from  childhood, 
Against  her  life  none  could  utter  naught 

But  praises;  a  flower  so  stately  grown 
Whose  beauty  fragrance  brought. 

And,  to  you,  dear  friend,  sweet  blessings; 

May  others  know  you  as  you've  been  to  me 
True,  prospects  of  a  future  bright 

Filled  with  love  and  constancy. 
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ELSIE  HIGGINSON. 

And  to  Elsie  with  eyes  of  darkest  brown 

I  say,  God  ever  bless  you,  dear, 
To  many  a  lonely  heart  you've  brought 

Sunshine  and  good  cheer. 

Your  life  was  fitted  to  make  mankind 

Better  for  your  presence  here, 
Charity  beginning  thus  at  home, 

Has  made  you  doubly  dear. 

And  I  have  watched  this  maiden  grown  to  woman 
hood  , 

Though  oft  'twas  from  a  distant  land, 
Yet  well  I  know  that  ever  in  the  hour  of  need 

Sweet  Elsie  lent  a  helping  hand. 

My  more  than  friend  gently  onward, 

A  treasure  you  to  earth  was  lent 
To  brighten  the  weary  souls  of  others, 

A  priceless  jewel  sent. 


Fortune  ever  smile  upon  these  noble  lives, 

May  the  coming  years  find  each  the  same, 

"The  Three  Elsies"  loved  by  all  ; 

Held  by  honor,  ever  be  their  name. 
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A  DRUMMER'S  DREAM 

How  sacred  seems  the  night  boys 

As  we've  smoked,  told  stories  and  dreamed, 

Of  those  who  are  many  miles  away 

And  like  reality  has  each  vision  seemed. 

Jack's  picture  of  "wife  and  baby" 
Bill's  portrait  of  "sweet-  heart  and  friend" 
Dai's  fanciful  vision  of  "Home-Sweet-Home" 
Dick's  air  castle  of  "money  to  spend". 

You  may  hear  sarcasm  on  "pipe-dreams" 

But  my  boys  it's  no  idle  joke 

There's  nothing  that  brings  sweet  memories  back 

As  will  a  good  old  fashioned  smoke. 

So  fill  up  your  pipes  again  boys 
And  in  fancy  follow  me 
Back  through  the  long  laboring  years 
Back  to  what  I  used  to  be. 

See  boys!     that  sweet  faced  Madonna 
My  Mother,  then  young  and  fair 
In  her  arms  she  is  tenderly  holding  me. 
Breathing  a  sacred,  hopeful  prayer, 
See  the  love  light  in  her  eyes,  boys, 
Of  her  life  her  babe  is  a  part 
In  fancy  I  feel  her  caress  me 
Her  treasure  the  care  of  her  heart. 

Boys,  she  sleeps  in  the  "Silent  City" 
Your  pardon,  I  don't  oft  shed  a  tear, 
But  she  was  the  best  friend  I  ever  had 
Her  memory  is  hallowed  and  dear. 

And  to-night  in  my  dream  I  see  her 
With  me  a  wee  babe  at  her  breast 
Lulled  to  sleep  by  the  voice  now  departed 
By  Mother's  dear  hands  then  caressed. 

I  silently  ponder  o'er  the  years  of  the  past 
Have  I  been  undefiled  among  men? 
Do  I  seem  as  good  to  the  world  to-day 
A.S  I  was  to  my  Mother  then? 

Our  visions  the  world  may  call  "pipe  dreams" 

But  again  I  repeat  it's  no  joke 

There  is  nothing  that  brings  memories  near 

Like  a  quiet  night,  Comrades  right 

And  a  Good  Old  fashioned  smoke. 
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WHERE  IS  HEAVEN? 

"Where  is  Heaven?"     I  asked  my  mother 

As  I  sat  upon  her  knee  long,  long  ago 

I  was  a  little  child  and  mother  enlightened  me 

By  saying  if  I  were  good  here  on  earth 

To  heaven  I'd  go  when  I  should  die 

I  was,  "way,  way  up  in  the  sky." 

I  did'nt  comprehend  for  I  was  young 

And  about  the  matter  did  not  bother 

Until  I  older  grew  and  attended  church 

And  in  the  pulpit  was  my  father 

Who  taught  us  all,  he  too  told 

That  heaven  was  God's  kingdom 

Beyond  the  skies,  t'was  for  young  and  old. 

And  in  my  wondering  childish  curiosity 

I  searched  the  distant  sky  in  vain 

And  when  it  stormed,  I  thought  for  sure 

I'd  get  a  peep  at  heaven,  when  ceased  the  rain 

My  searching  eyes  would  pierce  the  skies 

And  "Where  is  Heaven?"     I  'd  ask  again. 

"Where  is  Heaven?"     I  asked  an  aged  man 

He  was  feeble,  stooped  and  gray 

And  he  patted  my  little  sunburnt  hand 

And  said,  in  a  confidential  way, 

"My  child,  heaven  is  not  far  away 

You  keep  your  young  heart  right 

And  pure,  and  you  will  understand 

Some  future  day  that  we  give  heaven  birth 

By  being  useful  kind,  and  good  here  on  earth 

"Where  is  Heaven?"     I  was  at  a  loss  to  know 

My  parents  never,  never  told  a  lie 

And  my  aged  friend  was  truthful 

Now  was  heaven  in  the  far  off  sky 

Or  should  I  find  it  here  below 

And  when  I  died  where  would  I  go? 

Where  heaven  was  I  didn't  know. 

Years  afterwards  wisdom  I  attained 

Of  other  things  but  not  of  heaven 

I  tried  to  live  the  "Golden  Rule  " 

And  grasp  all  that  for  my  good  was  given 

At  home,  or  in  our  village  school 

Astronomers  built  apparatus  with  glass  and  rod 

W^hich  penetrated  space  through  and  through 

Heaven  was'nt  in  the  sky,  and  where  it  was 

I  found  that  no  one  really  knew  but  God. 
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REMEMBER  MOTHER. 

Raise  the  curtains,  lift  them  higher. 

And  methinks  you  will  perceive, 
A  mother  fair,  with  silver  hair, 

Kneel  down  to  pray  at  eve. 
And  perhaps  you  can  hear  her  murmur, 

While  there  on  bended  knee, 
As  she  whispers  low,  words  God  will  know 

"My  child  keep  safe  with  thee," 
Ah!     sacred  is  that  mother's  love, 

Be  steadfast  to  its  teaching, 
Strong  and  deep,  secure  and  fleet, — 

To  you  this  love  is  reaching. 
In  life,  you'll  oftimes  find  it  dark, 

The  billows,  I  know,  toss  and  roll, 
Travel  on,  never  mind,  above  the  dark  climb, 

You'll  find  sunshine,  encircling  the  goal. 
And  remember  this,  that  there  on  earth 

You'll  never  find  another, 
Who'll  love  you  still,  through  good  or  ill, 

As  will  that  aged  mother. 

And  when  the  dark  river  of  death  she  has  crossed, 

The  angels  of  sweetest  renown, 
When  the  "well  done"  is  said,  will  cover  her  head, 

With  bright  stars  set  in  a  gold  crown. 

WHEN  SOMEONE  CARES 

Temptation  comes  to  ail  of  us  in  many  different  forms, 
It  takes  a  lot  of  courage  to  brave  the  earthly  storms 
But  how  easy  this  would  surely  be  if  some  one  by  us  stood 
Who'd  say  to  us  at  doubtful  points;    "I'll  help  you  to  be 

good". 

This  world  is  full  of  people,  who  are  willing  to  be  bad; 
That  take  delight  in  others,  who  are  wine-  and  money-mad 
Ah!     I  wonder  if  they'd  have  fallen  from  man  and  woman 
hood 

Had  some  one  kindly  said  to  them,  "I'll  help  you  to  be  good'-' 
Perhaps  we,  too,  have  stood  at  the  mouth  of  the  "Great 

White"  Way 
Lured  where  perchance  by  a  giddy  throng,  happy  but  for 

a  day. 

We  pause,  but  do  not  enter  in,  I  oft  wonder  if  we  would 
If  we  didn't  know  that  some  one  cared  if  we  were  good. 
This  dear  old  earth  would  be  better,  'twould  seem  not  half 

so  drear 

Worldly  vice  would  loose  its  charm,  temptation  meet  with 
out  fear 

Life  would  be  well  worth  living,  if  we  knew:  if  we  but  un 
derstood 
That  some  one  was  trying  to  help  us  to  be  good. 
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REST 

When  mother  rocked  us  in  cne  cradle, 
Or  held  us  to  her  breast, 

Gently  soothing  baby's  sorrows, 
Indeed  we  felt  at  rest. 

And  at  the  age  of  three  or  four, 
When  we  took  our  "usual"  nap, 

Our  pain  forgot  in  quietness 
We  would  in  slumber  wrap. 

In  boy  or  girlhood  as  wre  toiled, 
O'er  tasks  that  we  were  given. 

We  longed  for  rest  from  daily  cares, 
And  patiently  awaited  the  "even." 

Do  you,  my  thoughtful  reader, 
Consider  this  amiss, 

Do  you  imagine  or  compare 
This  rest  to  perfect  bliss? 

Ah,  no,  we  cannot  call  this  rest, 
For  that  alone  is  given 

In  a  land,  were  care  remains  unknown, 
We  know  it  here  as  heaven. 

And  when  the  maker  of  earthly  things, 
Shall  count  us  the  blest, 

Tis    then  and  there  alone  we'll  dwell, 
In  perfect,  sublime  rest. 
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LEAVING  HOME 

["To  my  father  and  mother."    Written  the  day  the  children  were  leaving 
the  dear  home  nest.] 

Loved  ones  must  part,  ah!     we  understand, 

But  words,  we  cannot  imply, 
To  uncover  our  inmost  thoughts, 

When  comes  to  the  final  good-bye. 

About  the  home,  a  joyous  loving  band 

Yet  sad  are  our  hearts,  for  ye  know 
That  on  the  tomorrow  we  must  farewell, 

Dear  ones,  must  onward  go. 
One  to  the  clime  where  all  is  fair; 

Two,  off  for  the  Isle's  of  fame, 
Where  dwells  the  dusky,  foreign  tiibe, 

Where  waves  the  sugar  cane. 

One,  to  the  east  where  the  sunflowers  grow, 

To  dwell  in  a  fair  sunny  land. 
Thus  they  are  wandering  far  from  home, 

Our  grief  none  understand. 
Father,  with  hair  now  threaded  with  grey, 

Is  lonely  and  sad  tonight. 
His  life  is  almost  at  a  close, 

And  his  children  are  part  of  his  light. 

One  by  one  they  are  leaving  sweet  home, 

The  lights  are  fading  away; 
Relit  perchance  in  some  other  clime, 

Where  we're  told,  all  time  seems  a  day. 

Mother,  with  a  face  of  heavenly  light, 

Gives  a  "God's  Speed"  to  all, 
Trusting  methinks,  the  One  who  doth  care, 

For  even  the  birds  which  fail. 
Submit,  we  then,  all  is  well, 

Mayhaps  in  some  future  day  will  meet — 
Again  clasp  the  hands  or  two  aged  ones 

Who  guided  our  childhood  feet. 

Farewell  then  to  these  dear  ones, 

Let  distance  and  love  combined 
Only  tend  to  rekindle  love,  honor  and  hope, 

With  which  our  hearts  are  entwined. 

And  as  the  curtain  closes  round, 

Let  us  breathe  one  parting  prayer, 

That  when  the    gates  of  pearl  shall  open  wide, 
All  will  be  gathered  there. 
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CAN  I  FORGET 

Can  I  who  have  loved 

Forget  the  past 
Can  I  in  another  find  joy  complete, 

When  my  heart  yearns  alone  for  thee? 

Oftimes  I  think  I  may  learn  to  forget 

And  to  think  of  the  past  as  a  dream, 

But  each  day  the  face  doth  appear, 
It  shields  my  heart  as  a  screen. 

No  other  smile  can  win  my  affection, 

Why  should  we  thus  meet  and  part, 

Only  reflections  left  of  the  past, 
The  future  a  broken  heart. 

The  vows  that  were  spoken  years  ago, 

.    Have  been  sadly,  sorely  tried, 
And  may  have  wavered  through  the  ordeal, 
But  the  promise  never  died. 

And  could  I  have  one  answered  prayer, 
This  boon  I'd  asked,  yea,  I  crave — 

For  strenght  to  be  true,  though  tested  and  tried, 
True  until  death  and  the  grave. 
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RUSSIAN  RIVER 

Inexpressible,  indescribable,  the  heart  holds  no  language 

With  which  to  tell  the  world  how  dear 

Is  the  river  Russian  to  the  heart  of  a  Californian, 

As  it  flows  and  slowly  wends  its  way 

To  where  the  briny  waters  lay. 

In  summer  time,  when  low  are  its  waters, 

Clear  pools  eddy  and  whirl  and  down  bends 

The  branches  of  sappling  oaks  their  thirst  to  quench. 

And  swimmers  gay  provoke 

As  they  splash  and  dive,  their  athletic  powers  to  try, 

And  sigh  when  Jack  Frost 

Causes  the  rustling  leaves  to  die. 

Where  comes  the  fish  to  spawn  and  thrive — 

Where  comes  the  wriggling  eels — 

The  croaking  frog  sits  idly  by 

And  wonders  if  in  the  deep  blue  waters 

A  minny  fish  or  fly  may  lie, 

Awaiting  their  emptiness  to  fill. 

And  all  is  still  save  their  gurgle 

Of  glad  surprise  when  a  bug  or  worm 

They  chance  to  spy. 

Many  the  red  skin  has  dipped  his  gourd 

Into  its  cool  waters; 

And  the  rains  had  fallen, 

And  swollen  was  the  stream, 

A  sharp  canoe  would  grace  its  curves 

And  warrior  bold  would  dream  of 

His  Hiawatha  squaw — a  buck 

Or  of  the  pale  face  scalp — 

Then  smoke  his  pipe  of  peace. 

Stealthily  comes  the  deer  of  its  waters  to  partake, 

Or  browse  on  manzanita  berries  near  by, 

That  sends  a  thrill  of  pleasure  to  his  heart, 

When  winter  comes  they  grace  the 

Yuletide  festive  boards. 

And  from  the  village  school  house  walls 

A  look  of  homeliness  will  often  take, 

The  little  fawn  oft  lowers  its 

Slender  neck  to  get  a  sip  of 

Nectar,  nature  sets  apart. 

Sweet   music  courses  through  the 

Great  green  oaks,  soft  and  gentle, 

Like  some  eoiian  harp, 

Sending  forth  strains  of  refreshing  essence, 

Drunk  in  by  strolling  lovers 
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Who  grow  enchanted  by  the  spell,  the  branches  weave 
And  to  each  other  love's  coaxing  melodies  impart. 

When  high  its  waters  and  drift  wood 

Floats  down  its  rapids  bold, 

Great  is  the  sport,  when,  with  rope 

They  try  to  catch  the  fleeting  timbers; 

The  same  as  a  vaquero  ropes  and  ties  a  vicious  Texas 

steer — 

Grasping  to  some  branch  to  keep  from  falling  in, 
Or  onto  some  wooden  bridge  will  hold, 
With  many  a  fear. 
Dear  old  Russian  River  of  California, 
Sweeps  she  towards  the  ocean  wide, 
Bearing  the  love  of  a  native  heart 
Sending  sweet  words  on  the  waves  to  ride, 
Out,  far  out  on  the  rolling  sea, 
Taking  a  message  from  hearts 

That  are  proud  of  their  state— The  Golden  Gate — 
Sending  it  out  with  the  tide. 
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SENTIMENT 

'[Dedicated  to  one  who  will  understand  its  meaning.] 

We  met  when  all  was  darkness, 

'Twere  better  so  without  a  choice. 

He  spoke,  I  couid  not  see  his  smile. 
But  magic  was  his  voice. 

Again  we  met  in  darkness 

When  all  the  world  was  still, 
It  seemed  as  though  his  presence  was 
A  vacant  place  to  fill. 

Then  came  the  dawn,  all  sunshine 

Now  there's  only  a  thought  of  the  past. 

And  as  my  companion  'twill  go 
While  life  shall  last. 

And  now  I  ponder  o'er  the  past, 

As  the  shades  of  evening  rest^in  cami  alioy, 
And  I  pray  the  Lord  to  bless  and  keep 

My  absent,  blue-eyed  boy. 

TO  A  FRIEND 

Thou'rt  good,  wherever  I  may  be 

Sweet  memories,  of  you  will  cling, 

And  for  acts  of  kindness  to  me, 
May  God  His  blessings  bring. 

You  are  as  gold,  that  has  been  tried, 

Aye,  even  more  I  knowr; 
You  are  perfection  purified 

As  future  years  will  show. 

Thou'rt  noble  in  joy  or  grief, 

Your  friendship  is  the  same,   _ 

Though  future  years  be  long  or  briet, 
You'll  hold  an  honest  name. 

Thou'rt  true,  all  honor  to  defend, 

Nor  speak,  or  set  apart, 
Words  that  would  harm  a  friend 

Or  mar  a  trusting  heart. 

My  prayer,  that  when  the  flowers  are  gathered 

For  God's  eternal  throne, 
From  His  gems  you'll  not  be  severed, 

Nor  left  to  die  alone. 
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A  HEART'S  CONFESSION. 

[With  love  and  sweet  memories  of  what  might  have  been,  I  dedicate  this 
to  "Bertha"  with  golden  hair.] 

My  own,  could  tears  but  wash  away 
Sorrow  and  regret,  and  cause  us  to  forget! 
Reason  I  this,  instead  of  tear-wet  eyes  today 
Treason  to  none,  happy  I'd  be  and  gay, 
Illumined  by  the  sunshine  of  the  past. 
Needing  but  that  alone  until  again  we  met. 

Of  you  I'm  thinking,  yes  dear  one  forever, 
Longing  for  thee  ever, 
Only  acting  a  farce  in  this  dreary  world; 
Viewing  I  all,  in  the  giddy  whirl 
Earnestness'  scroll  never  unfurl, 
Yielding  the  heart  aches  never. 

And  when  the  mantle  of  night  is  spread 

On  daylight's  low  and  bended  head, 

I  dream  and  dream  of  the  space  twixt  now  and  then, 

Of  how  your  presence  could  have  filled  it  all; 

And  sometimes  wish  I  were  dead. 

Then  as  the  breezes  softly  lull  unto  the  night, 
I  feel  somewhere  you  are  near  me 
Protectingly  warm  and  bright;  it  must  be  so, 
For  such  a  love  once  planted  never  dies, 
But  seeks  its  rich  and  furrowed  soil 
Turning  ever  to  the  warmth  and  light. 

Dreary  are  the  days  and  sad  my  heart, 

Wondering  what  lurid,  wretched    fate 

Has  kept  two  loving  hearts  apart. 

And  could  my  dreams  once  more  come  true, 

Again  as  of  old  we'd  be  true  lovers, 

No  more  the  cruel  wound  would  smart. 

Night  bringeth  tears  to  dim  the  weary  eyes, 
Wear  I  a  smile  for  all  when  I  must  rise. 
But  some  day,  no  matter  when,  or  how, 
We'll  meet  again,  you,  dear,  and  I. 
For  a  love  like  this  will  never,  never  die. 


CLAUDIE 

Dear  little  Claudie  fell  asleep  September  1,  1902,  aged  7  years.    He  was 
loved  by  all  who  knew  him  for  his  kind  disposition  ] 

In  gathering  flowers  for  His  kingdom 

God  saw  this  dear  little  rose. 
And  plucked  the  sweet  bud  for  heaven 

Where  only  pure  blossoms  grow. 

The  little  bud,  just  unfolding, 

Guarded  by  hands  of  love, 
Were  closed  again  by  the  Saviour, 

And  the  angels  bore  it  above. 

The  dear  eyes  of  blue,  closed  forever, 
The  sweet  voice  is  hushed  and  still, 

'Tis  lonely  without  the  loved  one, 
His  absence  none  ever  can  fill. 

Sweet  are  the  memories  left  us, 

Of  this  dear  little  form  neath'  the  sod, 

May  his  spirit  in  heaven  guide  us 

And  draw  our  hearts  nearer  God. 

And  sweet  are  his  promises  left  us, 
The  dearest  that  e'er  were  given, 

That  those  we  lose  forever  here, 
Will  yet  be  ours  in  heaven. 
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THE  ASSASSINATION  OF  McKINLEY. 


YvTithin  a  crowded  music  hall, 

Where  all  with  grandeur  shone, 
It  needed  more  than  some  sweet  strain 

To  charm  that  crowd  alone. 
Great  multitudes  had  gathered  there; 

They  come  from  far  and  near; 
The  high,  the  low,  of  foreign  birth, 

A  noble  man  to  cheer. 

To  greet  the  nation's  honored  one, 

Who  proud!}7"  took  his  stand 
To  welcome  each  who  homage  paid, 

And  take  each  by  the  hand. 
Silently  they  gazed  on  him,  our  own, 

Mark  well  that  noble  brow — 
Stern,  commanding,  yet  kind  and  just, 

To  him  ail  praise  allow. 

With  smile  upon  his  tender  face, 

With  loving,  outstretched  hand, 
He  stood  among  that  surging  mass, 

The  first  man  in  the  land. 
They  came  with  joy  to  greet  him, 

Nor  with  a  shameful  face, 
And  then  passed  quickly  onward 

To  give  the  next  a  place. 

Then  came  a  man  with  bandaged  hand 

He  carried  with  some  heft, 
And  as  he  to  the  platform  came, 

Extended  showed  the  left. 
A  sharp  report,  an  exploded  sound, 

Another  rent  the  air; 
And  then  the  cry  of  murder  came, 

From  whom,  to  whom,  and  where? 

A  murmur  faint,  a  whisper  low, 

A  look  from  startled  eyes; 
Our  nation's  leader  staggered,  fell, 

In  mute  and  clear  surprise, 
He  who  loved  his  fellowmen, 

Had  justice  ever  lead. 
None  but  cowards  wished  him  thus, 

A  man  so  honored,  dead. 

To  the  gallows,  lynch  him,  kill, 

Came  the  cry  from  a  million  throats, 
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As  the  coward  with  a  brazen  look 
O'er  his  fallen  victim  gloats. 

Down  with  him,  villain,  traitor, 

A  nation's  shame  he's  brought. 

But  from  the  lips  of  that  noble  man 
Came,     "Harm  him  not". 

Within  a  stately  mansion, 

Where  many  flowers  grow, 
In  sound  of  the  great  wide  river 

And  its  waters  gentle  flow, 

There  lay  a  man  battling  for  life. 
Voices  are  hushed,  all  is  silent; 

The  room  is  dark,  the  curtains  low, 
And  all  wait  in  breathless  anguish 

For  the  life  to  stay  or  go. 

Far  into  the  night  a  message  came, 

His  loved  ones  bid  him  stay, 
But  to  them  he  gently  whispered, 

"Good  bye,  all;     it  is  God's  way; 
His  will  be  done,  not  ours,"  he  said. 

With  a  heavenly  look  to  see, 
He  sweetly  raised  his  voice  above 
In  "Nearer  my  God  to  Thee." 

All  is  o'er.     Two  nations  mourn, 

There's  crepe  upon  the  door, 
There's  anguish  deep  in  every  heart 

That's  never  felt  before 

The  loss  of  one  so  great. 
They  bore  him  from  the  White  House 

Where  he  served  his  country  true. 
About  his  coffin  lid  was  draped 

The  stripes,  red,  white  and  blue. 

With  Lincoln,  Garfield,  Washington, 

Stands  out  his  honest  name. 
In  peace  and  war  his  actions 

Shine  to  the  world  the  same. 
His  deeds  were  as  noble  as  any 

Ever  recorded  in  history's  scroll. 
On  earth  are  the  fruits  of  his  teaching, 

In  heaven  his  soul. 

In  a  quiet  spot  at  Canton, 

Where  the  green  grass  waves  and  sweeps 
Where  the  birds  are  ever  singing, 

Our  nation's  hero  sleeps. 
A  bitter  cry  of  loss  is  heard ; 

And  from  every  throat  is  sent 
A  cry  of  vengeance  against  the  man 

Who  slew  our  president. 
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REMEMBER  ME  AT  NIGHTFALL. 

[When  the  writer  was  many  miles  from  home.] 

Mother,  remember  me,  I  who  cherish  all  at  home. 
Each  nook  and  corner  form  a  precious  link; 
Though  in  foreign  lands  I  roam; 
They  tend  in  many  forms  to  make  me  think, 
And  mother  dear,  at  night  when  work  is  done: 
And  all  sit  'round  the  fireside's  mellow  glow, 
Let  memory  wander  to  the  absent  one; 
T'will  cause  you  silent  anguish  well  I  know, 
Remember  me,  'tis  then  I  think  of  thee. 

Father,  think  of  me,  I  who  have  ever  loved  you  so, 
Affection  of  which  perhaps  you  never  knew, 
Distance  tends  to  make  this  token  grow 
And  father  mine,  one  boon  I  crave,  'tis  small, 
At  eventide  when  all  is  bright  and  still  at  home, 
Spare  some  kind  thoughts  of  one  far  from  you  all, 
One  who  at  nightfall  gazes  far  across  the  foam, 
Father,  remember  me,  'tis  then  I  think  of  thee. 

Sister  do  not  forget  rne,  I  who  ever  thought  thee  fair, 

Together  our  hands  cared  for  each  plant  and  vine, 

I  can  see  them  now,  climbing,  ever  blooming  there, 

Lusty,  fresh,  guided  now  by  only  thine. 

But, 'sister  dear,  it  is  at  eve  I'd  have  you  'mong  them  stand 

And  with  the  same  old  fondness  give  me  some  lingering 

thought. 

No  question  of  love  in  others  have  I  sought, 
I  who  oft  am  lonely  far  in  this  tropic  land, 
At  eve  remember  me,  'tis  then  I  think  of  thee. 

Brothers,  forget  me  not,  I  who  joined  you  in  every  glee, 

Each  golden  hour  forever  passed  I  now  recall, 

"Tis  true,  'twill  go  and  ne'er  return,  what  is  to  be. 

Let's  ever  when  we  can  build  up,  improve  them  all, 

But  until  I  see  you,  brothers,  think  of  me  at  eve'n. 

When  all  around  our  home  is  hushed  and  still, 

Let  this  one  urgent  boon  be  given 

Forget  all  else  I  ask,  but  this  request  fulfill, 

At  eve'n  tide  remember  me,  'tis  then  I  think  of  thee. 
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TO  WINONA. 

[Lovingly  dedicated  to  my  little  friend  "Nona"  Karbach.] 

"Sweets  for  the  sweet,"  so  they  say,  dear  one. 

Flowers  or  words  mean  the  same 
Just  so  they  come  as  a  compliment 

To  one  with  an  innocent  name. 

"Flowers  for  the  fair,"  dear  little  girl, 

Roses  of  white  I  give  you, 
Trusting  your  life  their  emblem  may  bear, 

May  you  ever  be  pure  and  true. 

Wreaths,  for  the  fame  we  may  achieve, 
Let  music  ever  thrill  your  soul, 

Until  a  wreath  of  laurel  crowns  your  head, 
Until  you  reach  an  exalted  goal. 

"A  crown  for  the  Queens,"  sweet  eyes  of  blue, 
Set  with  gems  both  pure  and  good, 

I  wish  for  you  a  perfect  one, 

The  crown  of  true  womanhood. 
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A  BEAUTIFUL  LIFE  . 

[Dedicated  to  Mrs.  Dr.  George  McCowanof  Ukiah,  Cal.] 

Kissed  by  the  sweet  dews  of  heaven, 

Moistened  by  God's  rain  of  love, 
Drinking  in  sunshine  and  gladness 

All  showered  by  His  hands  from  above. 
Trusting  in  Him  for  all  guidance, 

Asking  for  more  faith  and.  light, 
Reaching  forth  a  hand  of  protection, 

For  souls  lost  in  the  night. 

Touched  by  the  flowers  of  creation, 

Blessed  by  their  gentle  perfume, 
Imbedded  in  delicate  odors, 

A  path  with  pure  roses  strewn, 
Enriched  by  the  lilies  of  glory, 

Entwined  with  vines  of  the  truth, 
Sweetened  by  blossoms  of  meekness, 

Strengthened  in  sweet  scents  of  youth. 

Seeing  but  that  which  is  noble, 

Looking  with  eyes  from  the  soul, 

On  Him  all  things  commending  , 

Striving  to  reach  Heaven's  goal. 

Looking  up,  ever  praying  for  blessings, 

On  some  other  to  bestow, 
Or  helping  a  wayward  brother, 

Humbly,  yea,  meekly  and  low. 
Patience  and  hope  for  the  future, 

Forgiveness  and  love  for  the  past, 
A  heart  full  of  goodness,  there  anchored, 

Hoping  for  heaven  at  last. 

Building,  each  day  uplifting, 

Saving  through  Christ, 
A  complete  sacrifice  to  heaven 

And  earth's  noble  strife 
Sowing,  reaping,  receiving  the  harvest, 

Such  is  a  "Beautiful  Life". 
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NOT  HERE. 

Look  not  here  for  joy  or  pleasure, 
We  have  them  but  for  a  day, 

Just  like  our  lives  they  are  numbered, 
Each  one  in  its  turn  will  decay. 

Joyous  we  are  in  the  morning, 

But  ever  the  shadows  of  evening  fall, 
Something  has  blighted  our  happy  dreams 

A  shadow  is  cast  over  all. 

We  cannot  untangle  the  mystery, 

But  there's  never  a  soul  without  care, 

No  matter  where,  we  cannot  avoid  it, 
Its  clinging  around  everywhere. 

Some  seem  all  sunshine  to  the  world, 
But  ah,  there  is  sadness  within, 

A  realization  of  that  which  has  passed, 

Of  what  is,  or  "what  might  have  been' 

Sorrows  like  sunshine  come  and  go, 
Some  bring  gladness,  others  pain. 

Some  in  the  ending,  bring  us  loss, 
While  others  anchor  gain. 

Yet  some  day,  some  time,  we'll  know, 

In  that  land  to  us  unseen, 
When  we  feel  the  presence  of  God's  love, 

Where  joy  will  reign  supreme. 
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WHEN  NIGHT  COMES  TO  EARTH 

[To  My  Mother] 

I  sit  alone  in  the  darkness, 

Only  the  stars  give  a  light; 
Reflecting  on  landscape  and  river, 

Calm,  silent,  'tis  night. 

My  thoughts  are  of  home  and  mother, 
I  miss  them  more  than  they  know, 

But  oh!  how  I  long  to  be  near  them, 
When  twilight  ceases  to  glow. 

I  feel  not  the  kiss  of  affection, 

The  low  voice  is  not  heard  at  my  side. 
No  one  to  soothe  every  sorrow, 

No  ear  in  which  to  confide. 

I  find  my  heart  full  of  longing, 

'  I  cannot  join  in  nature's  mirth; 
For  I  fain  would  be  near  my  mother, 
When  night  comes  to  earth. 

When  closed  are  my  eyes  in  slumber, 
The  angel  of  dreams  appears, 

Whispering  sweet  words  of  comfort, 
And  seemingly  she  is  near. 

I  can  hear  her  dear  voice  whisper, 

As  her  eyes  with  love  shine  bright. 

"Rest  on,  no  harm  betides  thee, 

I'll  guard  you  through  the  night." 
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THE  BOYS  IN  BLUE 

Speed  the  news,  speed  the  news, 

Speed  the  news  onward, 
How  brave  boys  have  gone 

To  war  by  the  hundred. 

When  came  the  message  to  go 

They  answered  the  cry 
Some  to  fall  in  the  battle; 

Bravely  they "11  die; 
Forward  to  face  the  Spaniards 

Go  our  boys  in  blue; 
In  some  things  they  may  be  false, 

But  to  our  country,  true. 

They  bid  to  their  homes  adieu, 

To  friends  and  sweethearts  true, 
And  sail  in  gay  suits  of  blue 

To  fight  for  their  own. 
On  at  a  defiant  rate 

Go  our  boys  from  every  state, 
Leaving  to  heaven  their  fate, 

Brave,  noble  soldiers. 

Forward  into  the  battle 

Each  one  will  pledge  to  go, 
E'en  through  the  valley  of  death 

To  meet  the    Spanish  foe. 
List  to  their  ready  reply, 

We're  willing  to  do  or  die; 
•Nobly  they  answered  the  cry , 

Staunch,  manly  soldiers. 

Ships  to  the  right  of  them, 

Ships  to  the  left  of  them, 
Ships  all  around. 

Urged  on  by  defiant  thought 
Of  the  sorrow  Spain  has  brought, 

And  of  loved  ones  drowned; 
Over  the  fathomless  sea 

They  sail  on  to  victory, 
Gallant,  true  soldiers. 

Three  cheers  for  the  boys  in  blue 

They're  Americans  through  and  through 
To  the  stars  and  stripes  e'er  true, 

In  peace  and  in  war. 
They'll  fight  until  glory  they  gain 

In  vengeance  of  battleship  Maine, 
And  conquer  unyielding  Spain; 

Daring,  true  soldiers. 
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SELF  LAST 

Like  Samaritans  good  of  olden  times, 

Shines  forth  her  noble  life, 

Doing  good  deeds,  not  dreaming  all  day  long, 

A  friend  to  all,  but  nobler  still 

A  true  and  faithful  wife. 

Small  deeds  well  done  lead  to  greatness, 
Even  tho'  the  name  remains  unknown; 
Does  not  the  sweetest  fruit  come  forth 
Prom  small  seeds — the  brightest  flowers 
Were  but  tiny  buds  until  the  winds  had  blown. 

No  higher  tribute  will  her  heart  ever  crave 
Than  be  it  said  of  her,  "She  helped  humanity"; 
In  an  unassuming  manner  she  has  made 
Sweet  music  out  of  discordant  notes, 
And  left  self  out,  for  others,  nor  with  vanity. 

If  for  her,  when  life  is  over,  each  one 

For  whom  she  some  good  has  done 

Would  bring  one  blossom  from  the  ladened  bowers, 

As  a  token  of  esteem  for  favors  shown, 

Her  resting  place  would  be  a  wilderness  of  flowers. 


With  love  and  a  heart  full  of  appreciation  for  many  acts  of  kindnes  to 
myself  and  those  dear  to  me,  I  offer  this  little  token  of  esteem  to  my 
sister-in-law,  Fannie  A.  Ray. 


YB  H866 
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